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The Tragedy 

I fee as in a mappe the eiide of all. 

Du. Accurfed and vnquiet wrangling dales. 

How many of you haue mine eics beheld? 

My husband loft his life to get the crowne, 

And ofcen vp and downc my fonnes were toft: 

For me to ioy and weepe their gaine and lofle. 

And being feated and domeftike broiles, 

Cleane ouerblownc themfclues.the conquerours 
Make warre vpon themfeIues,bloud againft bloud, 

Sclfe againft felfe, Oprepofterous 

And frantike outrage, endethy damned fplecne. 

Or let me die to lookc on death no more, 

Qtt. Come come my boy, we will to fan&uary: 

Dut. lie go alongwith you, 

Q#,- Youhauenocaufe. 

Car. My gratious Lady go, 

And thither beare your treafure and your gbods. 

For my part, lie refigne vnto your Grace 
The feale Ikecpe, and lb betide to me. 

As well I tender you and all of yours: 

Come lie conduA you to the fanfhiary. Exeunt. 
TheT rumpets found. € nter young Trince, the Dukes of Glo- 
cefter , and Buckingham , Cardinally &c. (ber. 

Buc. W elcome fweete Prince to London to your cham- 
g/o. Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts foueraigne, 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

"Prifi. No Vnckle, butourcrofleson the way" 

Haue made it tedious,wearilbmf,and heauy: 

I want more Vnckleshere to welcome me. 

Glo. Swecte Prince, th e vntainted vertueofyourycres, 
Hath not yet diued into the worlds deceit: 

Nor moi c can you diftinguilh of a man, , 

1 hen of his outward fhew, which God he knowes, 
Seldomeorneueriumpcth with the heart: 

Thofe Vnckks which you want, were dangerous. 

Your Grace attended to their lugred wolds. 

But lookt noton the poifon oftheir hearts: 

God keepeyou from them , and from fuch falfe friends. 


Tri». 
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tf Richard the third, 

frt. God keept me from falfe friends, but they wer nose, 
eh* My Lo, the Maior of London comes to grecteyou. 
Enter Lori Maior. 

LoM. God blefle your grace with health and happy daier. 

Triit. Ithanke you good myLo: and thankcyouali: 

I thought my mother, and ray brother Yotke, 

Would long ere this haue met vs on the way: 

Fie, what a Hug is Haftings that he comes not 
Totell vswhcther they will come, or no, (fitter L.Uaft. 
Buc^ And in good time, here comes the fweating Lo: 
Tri. Welcome my Lo: what will our mother come? 

Haft. On what occafion, God he knowes, not I: 

The Quecne your mother and your brother Yorke 

Haue taken fanftuary:Thc tender Prince 

Would faine haue come with me, to mcete your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buc. Fie, what an indirect and pecuilh courfc 
Is this of herj ? Lo: Cardmall will your grace 
Pcrlwadc the Queenc to lead the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his Princely brother prcfently? 

If fhe deny, Lo: Haftings go with him, 

And from her icalous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lb: of Buckingham, if my wcake oratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 
Anoncexpc<ft him here : but if ftie be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, God in hcauen forbid 
Wefhould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of blcfled fanftuary,not for all this land, 

Would I be guilty of fo deepe a finne. 

■ Buck • You arc toofcncclcftc obftinatc my Lo: 

Too ceremonious and traditionail: ~*r 

Weigh it but with the grofl'enes of this age* 

You breake rot fan&uaty in feazing him: 

The benefit thereof is alwaies granted 
To thofe whofc dealings haue delerudc the place, 

And thofe whe haue the wit to claimc the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor dclcrucd if, 

Aud therefore in mine opinion, cannot haue it. 

F Then 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22314) LONDON, I597 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (Huth 47) OctaVO 


